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Friends in War and Work
HELEN OP THE OLJ3 HOUSE. By

Harold Bell Wright. D. Appleton &

HE nine million readers of Harold

Usher's figures.are witnesses
to tho universal need of the poet.
Wright has not the gift of song, but
the appeal of "Helen of the Old House"
is th»» appeal of the Psalmist, of
Spenser and of Whittier, underneath
the form of their verse; for poetry
roes deeper than form. The power of
David and Dante is exerted even

through prosm translations. It is the
Intangible, invisible power of the spirit.

"Mi<icn of the 0<d House" is not a

great book, since tho author's re¬

sources are limited. The works that
are for all time are the fruit of as

complex a harmony of powers, as

miraculous a meeting of elements as

those which make a strawberry or a

mocking bird. But Wright has the
poet's eye. with its heaven-to-carth
and earth-to-heaven range. And many
a word fancier might envy him that
rift He iw-es life as it eternally is,
not aw it *cen;3 to the overspecialized
view of s'-i«ntist or real estate expert.
The two young men, rich John Ward

and poor Capt. Charlie Martin, with
their David and Jonathan friendship,
are enough to justify the book. They
hod been separated artificially, after
childhood comradeship, by old Ward's
r;se. But fishting together in France
had straightened things out for them
bo;n. Read the whole of their con¬

version, beginning on page 144, after
tho management of the mill has come
m.,c young Ward's hands. Heiv is a

little of it:
"The new general manager smiled,

but it was a rather serious smile. 'Do
you remember how you felt when you
r<;coi\eri your Captain's commission?'
he asked.

" 'I do that,' returned Charlie. 'I
felt that I had been handed a mighty
big Job and was scared stiff for fear
I wouldn't be able to make good at it."

" 'Exactly,' returned John. 'And I'll
never forget how I felt when they
stepped you up the first time and left
me out. And when you had climbed
on up and Capt. Wheeler was killed
and you received your commission,
with me still stuck In the ranks.well,
1 never told you before, but I'll say
now that I was the lonesomest,
grouchiest, sorest man in the whole
A. E. F. It seemed to me about then
that being a private was the meanest,
lowest, most no-account job on earth,
and I was darned near deserting and
letting the Germans win the war and
be hanged.' *

"And then it appeared that John
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Ward had a very definite purpose in
thua turning his comrade's mind to
their army life in Prance. 'And you
should have sense enough to under¬
stand that my promotion in the mill is
not going to make any difference in our

friendship. Your promotion was the
result of an accident, Charlie, exactly
as my position in the mill to-day is the
result of an accident. Your superior
officer happened to see you. I hap¬
pen to be the son of Adam Ward. If
I ought to have known then that your
rank would make no difference in your
feeling toward me, you have got to un¬
derstand now that my position can
make oo .difference in my feeling
toward you.'

" "Tell me, when Private Ward sa¬

luted Capt. Martin, as the regulations
provide, was the action held by either
the officer or the private to be a

recognition of the superiority of Capt.
Martin or the inferiority of Private
Ward.was it?' .

'Not that any one could notice,'
answered Charlie^ with a grin.

" 'You bet your life it wasn't,' said
John. 'Well, then, what was it that
the salute recognized?'.

" 'Why, it was the Captain's rank.'
" 'Exactly; and what determined

that rank?'
" 'The number of men he com¬

manded.'
"'That's it!" cried John. 'The rank

o? the Captain represented the.the'.

he searched for a word.'the oneness
of all the men in his command. And
so you see the thing- that the in¬
dividual private really saluted as su¬
perior to himself was the oneness of
all his comrades, both privates and
officers in the company.'

. " 'But how will the people get it,
John?'

" 'I don't know how it will come.
. . . We must as a nation learn,
somehow, to feel our work as we felt
our war. . . . Wie must learn to
see our individual jobs in the industrial
organizations of our country as we
saw our places in the nation's army.
. . . And the Big Idea will win
aguin, old man, as it has always won;
hnd the traitors and slackers and yel¬
low dogH will be saved with the rest,
I suppose, just as they always have
been saved from themselves.' "

Wright may not live as a novelist or
creator of character. But he serves
his own anxious day when he brings
truth like that home to millions.
Another thing. Wright is serving

even the cause of literature, since
many of his admirers never read any
book at all "before. And the simple
habit of reading is something gained.
Considered as fiction, such books as
this have a kinship with the fairy tale
beloved of the child mind. But some
of tbese many readers will demand
after a time a sounder psychology, a
richer art. No doubt there are clever
craftsmen who now exercise their wit
on him that will yet owe readers to
Harold Bell Wright.

The Book Factory
By EDWARD ANTHONY.

. Impious Impressions.
6. Ernest Poole.

It's my opinion that ho spends
Too many hours in meditation,

And not enough with jolly friends
Who specialize in cachinnation.

A sense of humor I demand
Of every one who novelizes:

If Poole would buy one (Clemens Brand)
He'd snatch off all the lit'ry prizes.

The man needs pleasure. I'm afraid
He's making of his home a schoolroom.

His study chamber should be made
Into a dance hall or a Poole room.

And after that I might propose
A cure at which no wise man sneezes:

A meeting with a sage who knows
The b^^and newest barroom wheezes.

7. (Ieorge Jean Nathan.

Barry Lyndon, sword upheld,
Looking for a scrap.

Regiments the man has felled
With a single tap.

Chekhov.
The best collection of short stories

we have seen In a Ions time Is Anton
Chekhov's "The Horse Stealers and
Other Stories" (MacMillan). Tt fur¬
nishes further proof that this great
Russian yarn spinner has an amazing
range. Among the characters one finds
in the twenty-two stories that make
up this collection are horse thieves,
doctors, hospital attendants, inn keep¬
ers. huntsmen, soldiers, peasants,
gypsies, matchmakers, architects, law¬
yers, beggars, monks, bank managers,
bookkeepers, mayors. governors,
bishops, teachers, tax assessors, clerks,
newspaper men, gunsmiths, actors,
land owners, porters, authors and
foresters. These we recall offhand.
and most of them are masterfully pre¬
sented. *

Tf Chekhov could have mamtged to
get In a prime minister, a barber, a
revenue officer, a janitor and a com¬

muter, be would have covered OS per
cent, of the Interesting side of hu¬
manity. As it is, we can give him only
a rating of 92 per cent., which is not
so bad.

. . .

Which reminds us that it wouldn't
be n bad idea to* require publishers
to give a cast of characters (as has
been done in a few instances) with
each work of fiction they put on the
market. It would help the bewildered
reader to decide whether he wanted
to buy or not. We, for one. always
feel cheated when we discover, after
buying ii^>ook, that it contains a lady
detective. And when one of the char¬
acters Is a rum soaked genius we feel
positively robbed. Why not label books
as other products are labelled? We
submit a possibility:

This book contains one heroine
with a past, one hero with a future,
four sycophantic relatives, one father
who doe*n't understand his children,
one dreamer with a vision, one
neglected mother, one dynamic busi¬
ness man, and other dependable In¬
gredients. The author's word pic¬
tures are guaranteed free from arti¬
ficial coloring.

. . .

But we digress. We were talking of
Chekhov. Another thing we like about
him Is his merry cynicism. Any one.
even we.can be cynical. There are
few writers who know how to be
mirthfully cynical. Chekhov does It
beautifully. His cynicism Is the
chucfillng unbelief of n man with an

overpowring sense of humor. He
understands human nature too well to
expect too much of It. Am an example
of this we cite the joyously brny.en "A
Story Without a Title." Iq the hands
of a less jovial sceptic this Jolly story
of a group of fifth century monks who

learned one day what they were miss-
ing. by confining? their worldly
activities to the borders of their mon-

astery, might have become a piece of
cheap cleverness. As it stands, we
think it comes close to being- a master-
piece.
Other excellent stories in the collec¬

tion are "An Actor's End," "Old Age"
and "The Horse Stealers." "Ward No.
ft," the longest story in the volume,
contains some good writing, but it be-
comes a bit tedious. Chekhov is at his
best in the shorter form.
By the way, Constance Oarnett de¬

serves considerable credit for her able
translations.

. . .

Tint Rbpktitious Bard.
Ourselves must be our greatness; we

alone,
Serene and strong amid despairing

soul*;
Ourselves must be our greatness; we

alone,
Supreme and calm amid the clashing

strife;
Ourselves must be our greatness; we

alone,
Unvanquished though' the world sink

robed In lire!
.From "Portrait* and Poems to

XTarias " by Ralph Gordon (Strat¬
ford).

Repeat until they understand you, Ralph,
Some folks are. rather slow to eomprti-

hrnd;
Repeat until then understand you, Ralph,
Reiteration wakes the reader up:
Repeat until they understand yon, Ralph,
I get you, but there may be some who

don't, *

A Merry Bandit
of Many Disguises
THE OALLANT noaupj By Burton

Kline. Little, Brown A Co.
MR. KLINE has constructed an

interesting romance which is
%a <rross between "The Three

Musketeers" and the old romances of
"Robin Hood," with a little'bit of "The
Tale of Two Cities" thrown In. His
bandit. Conradln, has no Friar Tuck
to add an element of comedy, but he
is equipped with as many dlsgulnes
as Nick Carter, and loyal comrades
spring lip in almost every place to
help him out of his difficulties. He has
.18 many hairbreadth escapes as any
hero of Duma*, and like Duma* Mr.
Kline concentrates all hia energy In
telling a story, but he also shows us
the French Court gleaming like a

tawdry candle against a- sombre back¬
ground of misery and oppression. Tt
u a book so thrilling that It will he

through In one sitting.

A Dozen Stories
About Londoners

THE THIRTEEN TRAVELLERS. By
Hugh Walpole. George H. Doran
Company.
THE thirteenth traveller, dear

reader, is yourself; and the lit¬
tle journeys you are to make

in the company of tlie other twelve
will be mainly about London, with a
central point in Hortons Chambers, a

building of flats in the heart of the
city, and that you know is near the
Marble Arch and Charing Cross and
Piccadilly and everything that is truly
cockney. But do not imagine, if you
have never been in London, thit. you
will learn a great deal about these
places by reading this book; you won't,
for the author, whatever else he is 'a
not a compiler of guide books.
And yet he may very well be called

a writer of a guide to the hearts of his
people. In the short chapters devoted
to Fanny, Absalom Jay, Clive Torpy,
Peter Westcott, The "Morgue," Mr.
Nix, Lucy Moon, Lois Drake, none is
so brief that you do not learn the
essentials of character.about his life
before and#after Hortons, about his in-
sides, his mainspring.
The prospect of acquiring so deep

an insight Into the souls of twelve
passing travellers may not seem allur¬
ing. Ordinarily one listens to a strange
travelling companion's account of him¬
self with half an ear, and turns that
half only because there is nothing else
to do to kill that unresisting victim.
time; but when this author makes
himself responsible for such accounts
one has, indeed, another story. With
the exception of two Spirithalistlc
tales, thrown in, perhaps, to catch the
prevailing taste, these unpretentious
stories are fascinating. And they might
have been so dull, as well as true to
life!
With the background of Hortons,

Walpole shows his very diverse char¬
acters in the changing years that fol¬
low the armistice, and upon all of them
are seen the lights and shadows of the
war. The war adds immensely to the
weight of the sketches, which in some
cases would be light as thistle down
without. The effect 011 Lois Drake, for
an instance, is shown with a strange
mixture of comedy and tragedy. In
this story the author reveals himself
as one unafraid to call a spade a spade,
but he doesn't decorate his front porch
with a collection of these implements.
For he has taste as well as charm.

Taste is a very good asset of a fiction
writer and it can nowhere find a bet-
ter place to shine than in a collection
of short stories; we more easily for¬
give or overlook its absence on a big
canvas. Taste prevails in "Lucy
Moon," a temporary sojourner at Hor¬
tons. This charming and unusual story
would leaven twelve heavier narra¬
tives than those marching through
this charming book.

Willis Steki.l.

An Error of Man!
and Woman's Faith
THE MASTER OF MAN. The Story of

a Sin. By Hall Calne. Philadelphia:
.I. B. Llppincott Company.
SINCE ho wrote "The Deemster"

and "The Manxman," a quarter
century ago, Hall Caine has

deepened and solidified the quality of
his following. More serious even than
Hardy.for Hardy had an honest
laugh or two in some of his earlier
novels.Hall Caine has been able to
overthrow and live down- even the as¬

persions of certain critics upon his
pervasive solemnity of outlook. Mr.
Gladstone early set the seal of his
approval upon Hall Caine; it seemed,
at the time, as If some spark of the
same Are kindled in those two great
souls. For Hall Caine took himself al¬
ways.and his work, us part of him¬
self.quite as seriously as Mr. Glad¬
stone took himself, which is to say all
possible. After a visit to Hawarden,
where she saw Mr. Gladstone's several
and separate writing tables for various
periodicals to which he was an ardent
contributor, an American woman Jour¬
nalist, on returning to Chicago, an¬

swered an inquirer thus: "Take him¬
self seriously?* Why. my dear, he takes
himself as seriously as God Almighty."

T. P. O'Connor said of him: "Hall
Caine reaches heights attained by only
the greatest masters of fiction." An
awed newspaper reviewer once de¬
clared : "Hall Caine stands apart among
his novelistic brethren, though remind¬
ing one somewhat of Victor Hugo."
Of "The Woman Thou Gavest Me,"
the novel published eight years ago,
the Ijondon Daily ChronicU' said: "It
strikes a great blow for righteousness,
nn<l in that light it Is Hall Calne'a
greatest achievement." Which seems

halting praise; Hall Caine bps never
done anything which did not strike a

great blow for righteousness.
After this long interval, then, comes

this novel of close to 175,000 words, an

exposition of the man's side of "a
story dealing with the eternal forces
of life." "The Woman Thou Gavest
Me" sot forth the woman's side; and
hero Is, as on«> -may say, the obverse
of that coin.
A young man of fine nature, of a

family of high traditions, "sins against
a woman." under unusual circum¬
stances and great temptation, and con¬

ceals his sin, to the injury not only of
the victim of his sudden, blind passion,
but against his higher love for great¬
hearted Fenella Stanley." The great
buttresses of idealism and romance In
their nntnres are ,'ilmost swept away
in the storms of hatred and falsehood
which engulf them. But finally the
great hearted woman's faith prevails.
A strong, stern story told with all

Hall Calne's mastery of his particular
kind of art. It will be welcomed by
many thousands of his faithful ad¬
mirer? and by all the circulating llb-
brxriea. .

A Great Novel in which the author outdoes all his previous
work.".Phila. Public Ledger.

Hall Cainf's
New novel is an unforgettable heart romance
on a subject that has fascinated many greatwriters. It sets the pulses throbbing.

THE MASTER
OF MAN
The Story of a Sin

Of this novel,, which is being favorably compared to TOLSTOY'S ''Resur¬rection" and HAWTHORNE'S "The Scarlet Letter," the Public Ledger'
says: "Mr. Caine has revitalized the much-disputed question of equalstandards for both sexes by forcefully placing before his readers the true
meaning of the standard of morality embodied in the law. The denouement
is dramatic in the extreme. The author has put his entire genius into this
terrible story, in which every human passion is treated with the powerful
grasp of human understanding and the literary style of a consummate
artist."

At the Pre-War Price, $1.75. At All Bookstores
J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY : PHILADELPHIA

Some observations
on the great reduc¬
tion. A book of fun
and filosofy and
real sound sense.

IN which Irvin Cobb blazes the trail back to normalcy.
This is your book if you are too fat.or afraid of get¬

ting too fat.or if your wife is too fat (or your husband)
if you have a too-fat friend.

1/3 off the price too
It ought to be $1.50 but
it is only one dollar.
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New York
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BRASS
A Novel of Marriage

By CHARLES G. NORRIS
"Never has there been presented

such a dispassionate, keen and
unsparing study of the institution
of marriage.".The Philadelphia
Ledger.

$2.00 at any bookstore or from
E. P. DLTTON & CO., 681 5th At*., N. Y.

A Chair on the
Boulevard
Unique and unapproach¬
able Paris as seen by

LEONARD MERRICK
FeS the gaiety of her at¬
mosphere even at home.

$1.90 at any bookstore or from
E. P. Dutton & Co., 681 5th Arc.. N. Y.

By EDISON MARSHALL
Author of "The Voice of the Pack"

Against a background of the forest wilds of British Columbia.a land of

Gimitive emotions, where justice is simple and revenge remorseless.Edison
arshall has unfolded the love of a strong man for a real woman. His mag¬

nificent portrayal of a sturdy woodsman and a city girl fighting for their
lives against the forces of the Northern winter makes a story you will never

forget.
91.90 wherever book« ore sold

LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY, Publishers, BOSTON
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Just Ready

Mavis of
Green Hill
By FAITH BALDWIN

A lavender scented
romance, a real love idyl,
amid beauty of life,
thought and deed. A rare¬

ly tender, charming hook.
Net 91.90

The Stories
Editors Buy
and Why
By JEAN WICK

American fiction ex¬

plained by the editors of
American magazines with
short stories best typifying
their ideals.

Net $2.00

SMALL, MAYNARD & COMPANY


